said. "The Fifth Ward'Il vote for any Blue who offers,
but even the Fifth are shy about Tino. As one of John's
men said to me, 'We don't mind a rogue, and we don't
much mind a fool; we're used to both; but these odd fish
we do mind, for we don't know where to have him'."

The maid came into the room and asked if Cornito
would see Theophanes.

"What, here?" Comito said.

"He's in the door, madam," the maid answered.

Indeed, Theophanes entered as she spoke, but humbly
and as though expecting an outburst. The maid with-
drew and closed the door behind her. Comito and
Theodora stared at Theophanes. He was looking very
white, sick and ill at ease. He was wet and much splashed
with mud. He stood cringing and dripping, while
Comito stared and said nothing. Theodora knew that
she was raging at his coming there.

"Why do you come here?" Comito said. "How dare
you come here?"

Theophanes turned to Theodora; one of his many
orator's instincts told him that apart from that little link
of the mallet, she was now profoundly interested in his
coming. She was. She said at once, "Comito, darling,
let us take his cloak and have it hung to dry.1'

Years before, the address "Comito, darling" had been
code between the sisters only to be used in certain most
urgent cases. Comito remembered this, and knew that
for some reason Thea wanted to speak with this man.
She stifled down her rage and said coldly, "You would
be more comfortable without that wet wrap. Will you
leave it on a chair outside, and then come in?"

He did this; she offered wine and cake, which he
refused; and a chair, which he took. She stood at
some distance from him, coldly and angrily staring,
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